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ALBERT αααι. 


A NORMAN TALE. 


* 


FOUNDED ON FACT. 
———— —————————_—__ 


Aran form than fiction ever feign'd; 
A bloom surpassing far the opening rose: 

Eyes where with softness animation reign'd; 
A heart that sympathiz'd in others' woes : 


Such was Cecilia---ere a father's pride 
Clouded the noon-tide of a morn so bright; 

Condemn'd each feeling nature sanctified, 
And clos'd each beauty in eternal night. 


The haughty Anselm of his riches vain--- 
Vain of his ancestry, and high estate: 
View'd unassuming merit with disdain ; 
Or thought it only centred in the great, 
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b n an n un the yourg Oude d etaieg 
The neighbouring barons to his castle throng, 
Anil boast their ancient tires, whose watlike tolls 
Still crown the historian's page, and poet's song : 


But vain the boast of each contending peer--- 
Vainly to win Cecilia's amiles they try ; 
No voice but Albert's gains her pensive eat — 
No form but Albert's charms her down-cast eye. 


Oſt' che fortakkes her father's splendid halls, 

And hastes impatient to the waving shade: 
Where Albert, while the tear of pity falls, 

—_  Unfolds his hopeless pation to the maid, 


No vounding title favour'd Albert's claim ; 
Fortune to him her gifts did never impart : 
But kinder Nature gave the lovellest frame, 
And gave (much more) the most wnblemiah'd heart, 


What hours of happiness the lovers 'prov'd t 
While in soft converse pate'd the livelong day 

While each confeas'd how ardently they lov'd; 
And vewld as tne delrguarien Gorddalep 
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O, Sensibility | how truly bleetet 
Ils che fond mind in thy sensations lost 
| More dear the pang that rends the feeling breast, 


Long did Cecilia nurse the rising flame, 
And Albert's tender vows in secret hear ; 

Nor yet had envy, or censorious fame, 

 Divulg'd the tale to Anselm's watchful ear. 


When, as mild Evening o'er the varying sky 

Dispers d rich clouds of gold and purple hue; + 1 

And panting flocks along the meadows lie, 1 
Cool'd by the freshness of the falling de- „ | 


With cautious steps Cecilia sought the bower, 
Whose chade encircled all her soul held dear! 


While anxious Albert counts the tedious hour | 
Now cheer'd by hope, and now deprew'd by fear! 
But, when he saw his lov'd Cecilia nigh, 


Each gloomy care forsook his boding breast 
And gay delight beam'd sparkling from his eye, 
Bleat in her pregence=--in her kindnew blext, | 
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The heart's emotions in each face appear; | 
The glow of transport brightens on each cheek-=== 
the thetic tear, 


The youth enraptur'd kneeling thank'd the maid; 
Then both renew'd thelr vows of endless love: 
passlon de betray'd--- 
vows must ahortly prove : 


wee paly | 


to both 


For, as it ehane'd in that ill-fated out:; 
Near the arbour Anselm musiug past; 
Heard their dise and entering in the power 
The irembling lovers sunk eonfus'd, aghan | 


girl (the angry father cried) 
he thus canst step ta this ignable choice ; 
And dare to wound a Norman baron's pride, 

Unmoy'd by duty's ties, or honor's voice - 


No more I own thee as my fortune's heir: 
Thy boasted charms to me no joys impart : 

For, «hock'd by thy ingratitude, I tear 
Parental fondness from this injur'd heart. 


yon 
Whose lofty brew 6'erleaks this 
e * 
Ev'n wo the tap thy venturous steps attain, 


What mighty tak will daritig love refuse, 
The dad of i's fond pn u gala 
Whe in detusion's flatterliag mirror views 
And graaps at Shades it ean he'er obtain. 


The youth wndaunied claaps the trembling falt: 
Noer thinks the dangerous trial to deeline 
This happy hour, he eries, ends all my care, 
And makes thee, dear Cecilia | ever mine, 


With eager haste he pazs'd the level green, 
And rapidly. he climbs the steep ascent ; 


While numerous vassals throng'd to view the scene, 
And prayers to Heaven for their deliverance sent. 
| 0 
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Sadly prophetic of impending woe, 

Cecilia's boom heav'd a gh 
And, while the tears of bitter flow, 
She fix'd on Albert an attentive eye. 


Alas | che cried (and half eupprew'd u tear), 
Von fatal umme dlatant wlll 1 view, = 
Chae, my Ceollla, he replied, each fear; 

Love «hall his votary with new strength endue. 


But Albert now no longer can conceal =» 
His vigour lost --he climbs the hill with pain; 

His fainting limbs a death-like languor feel, 
And scarce his arms their lovely load sustuin. 


Speak, my Cecilia, tell me that you love; 

Your voice can energetic force impart; _ 

Smile, and your lover shall triumphant prove. 
She fore d a mile, and press d him to her heart, 


Mute the spectators stand with anxious fear, 
When Albert falters every cheek turns pale; 
And smiles of gladness on each face appear 
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At length their hearts with generous transports thrill, 
Shouts of applauve from every side arlse 

Albert has gain'd the zummlt of the hill, 
And breathlews falls beneath his lovely prize, 


- £ 


Cecilla's elrellng arms around him thrown, 
Her eyes behold him with exulting pride 
She cries, My Albert, I am thine alone 
No human force can now our fates divide, 


His clay-cold hand with fervency aho press d, 
She gaz'd enamour'd on his faded cheek ; 
Say, dost thou love like me, like me art bleat ? 


Confirm my happinews---O Albert, speak | 


At length, exzay'd in vain each tender care 
Her lover's alumbering senses to restore, 
By disappointment pierc'd and chill despair, 
She sunk, and cried---My Albert is no more 


The fatal accents reach'd the listening crowd, 
Sorrowing the mournful tidings they relate; 

Albert is dead! they weeping cry aloud--- 
Albert, whose worth deserv'd a better fate. 
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May curves light on that unſeeling heart bis 2.0 
Which could the blowom of thy youth den 


No comfort may his boatted wealth impart, 


9 3 


Such were the words that toni: nas: 
Whisper d remote to Anselm's wounded ear: 


He felt their force; he heav'd a gigh profound. 


And pitying dropp'd too late a fruitless tear. 


Wich hagty steps he seeks the fatal height, 


Anxious his yet lov'd daughter's life to save; 


That injur d daughter, once his sole delight, 
Now by himself devoted to the grave. 


Mean time, awaken'd by Cecilia's tears, 
And the dad accent of her piercing eric, = 

His languid-head he falnting Albert rears, © 
While Death's dim «hadows darken o'er his eyes. 


"Tis pact, Cecilia | evan approaching db 
Shall «teal thy form for ever from my view : 
revign this mortal breath, 


And, dearer far than life, bid thee adieu. 


5 A NORMAN” TALE: | 9 
O grant thy dying Albert's last request, | 
Be our sad fate engrav'd upon my stone; 


That, when the grave at length «hall vie me rect, 1 
ann ..... 


And thou, dear 80urce of all my grief and joy 
Ne'er let my image from thy thought depart: 
E 
»»» | 


Faint the last accents falter'd on his tongue; 
Heavy and dim his closing eyeballs roll; 

Angels of death around his spirit hung, 
And opening heaven receiv'd his parting soul. 


Anselm just then, with pausing steps and slow, 
Had climb'd the. hill, and reach'd its airy brow; 
Cold round his breast the rustling breezes blow, 


Whilo birds of night ung plaintive from each bough, 


Impress d with secret horror, low he bends 
O'er the gad spot where poor Cecilia lay; 
Around her form his trembling arms extends, 
With unknown pity fill'd and deep diamay, 
D 
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He feels her hand has lost its vital heat; 
He sees her balmy lips no more are red; 
He finds her icy breast no longer beat; 
His only child, his dear Cecilia 's dead. 


The wretched father rais'd his eyes to Heaven, 
In which alone repenting sin can trust; 
Bewail'd his error, pray'd to be forgiven, 
And own'd in all his ways the Almighty just. 


Like lilies cropt by an untimely storm, 
Fair even in death the hapless lovers lay; 
Love still appear'd to animute each form, 


And o'er each visage shed a brightening ray, 


To both one common tomb the father gave ; 
And, to presetve them in Immortal fame, 
He tals'd & chapel o'er the but ret grave, 
Which stil of the 1% Lovers bears the Hathe, 
— ö p . 7— —„—-¼ — 
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A MOTHER IN IRELAND, 
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Ws che, whose kind maternal care 
Enlighten'd my untutor'd mind, | 

Who all her joys with me did chare, 

And to her breast each gtjef confin'd, 


Accept these tears that freely fluw--- 
Aetept this tributary lay 
„Tie all that friendship can beste w, 


Or weeping gratitude repay, 


Whether eonmraint my twatsteps lead 
Amid a hated ; bf fires 
I wander ger the ruwet mend, 


My condan thoughts are fix'd on theo 
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On Lehena's “ enchanting scene 
I muse, Where we delighted atray'd; 
The lawn in brightest flowers atray'd. 


Say, dot thou in those meadows rove, 
here Tae with Nature is eombin'd 
Or dot thou havnt that ellent grove, 

That charm'd 80 off my penstve mind } 


O may those seehes u blles beste) w 
Whſeh rural life alone can baget 
And thou, dear frlend, each comfort know 
Which by thine absenee I have lowt | 


May oprightly Health with roay lip 
reathe rich vermilion o'er thy check 
Light round thy paths may Pleasure trip, 
And young Content with aspect mook | 
May Science gild each tedious hour, 
And ipread her stores before thine eye; 
And Friendhip, with resiatless power, 
Repress each gad intruding aigh ! 
— 


® The name of the Writer's native place, 
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May Peace around thine honour'd head 
Her fairest olive wreath entwine ; 
Soft Slumbers guard thy downy bed, 
And Hope, fond chatter, still be thine ! 
WT EL ee 


hat py 
purer blessings to linpart; 
ne hit en depen, 
Unknown but ts the virwous heart | 


Ye, when og con an ooo 
And greet lerne's chore, 
Devote one vympathetle tear 
To her who dee thee now no more | 


y 
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THE PREVALENCE OF FASHION, 
— —— ꝛ—— — 


Now while the flelds in vivid groen aro dreat, 
; | And early flowers adorn Spring's simple vent ; 
q Wh While. brighter suns the opening landscape warm, 
l And Nature's beauties in each object charm ; 
_ Far from the tumult of the worldly crowd, 
E From mad extravagance and folly loud, 
Here let me sit, and court the Muse to tell 
By what attractions, by what magic spell, 
Fachion's frail chains the heaven-born oul can bind. . 
And fix on trifles the deluded mind; 
Can lead us from the path mild Reason taught, 
Corrupt our principles, debase our thought; 
And render Man, for noblest views design'd, 
To all Creation's boundless glories blind. 
Io The sons of earth in emulation vie 
hs To gain applause, to draw the public eye, 
=_ | And to become, pursuing different rules, 


The praise and envy 


of surrounding fools. 


2$ - To few, alas! th' indulgent hand of Heaven 
We Has dazzling wit or deep discernment given: 


To few superior talents are allow'd, | 
I's Five (ublime above he grovelling erowd i 

To view unmev'd what mea ner mortals prize, 

And all Ambition's glittering toys deapiee: 

Not 40 the favourites of Fortunes traln- 

Her's are the gay, the trivial, and the vain 4 

fv urn 9 phe | 

Her lavlah honours, and her golden stores, 

Yet shall the happy triflers want a name, 

Unnoted in the «hining lists of Fame 

A name nor wealth nor titles can beatow : 

That, and that only, to ourvelves we owe, 

Convinc'd of this, to gain the envied prize 

Each candidate some various method tries. 

In rural scenes, where peaceful shades delight, 

And flowery meadows fix the wandering sight--- 

Where pebbly streams in wild meanders flow, . 

And perfum'd winds o'er beds of roses blow 

Even there the love of fame mankind inspires, 

And rustic breasts with rustic passions fires. 

The Squire feels anguish more than words can tell, 

If other hounds in swiftness his excel; | 

If other steeds, more forward in the race, | | 
Outstrip his coursers in the devious chase. | . 
The Country Justice, into years declin'd, 

To more substantial honours turns his mind: 

He glories in his barns with plenty stor'd, 

And the luxyriance of his copious board; 
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Nor leis one care his placid mind molest -= 


And circling beauties en 
But few the cares that 
Not yet by Vice or tainted or depreat, 
Compar'd to those more courtly belles engage, 
Where Fashion governs with despotic rage; 
Where her fair vot'ry with contempt surveys 
The long-lost innocence of former days: 
Sever'd from blushing Modesty and Truth, 
The dear companions of her happier youth, 
No ties can bind, no principles restrain, 

And Love and Duty plead, but plead in yain. 
Yet, of the numbers who in error tread, 
More are by weakness than by vice migled--- 
And rather act an imitative part, 

Than follow the plain dictates of their heart.--- _ 
Elected by a grateful people's voice, 
More from a sense of duty than from choice, 
| To join in senates in the loud debate, 

The good Aurelius leaves his lov'd retreat. 
With him the young Hermione he leads--- 
Hermione, who rear d mid circling shades, | 
Remote from Fushiom und remote from Strife, 
He chose the partner of his blameless life. | 


bree OF aten uv 


Her cheeks dizcder'd the roce's set dye, 
And innocence beam'd lovely from her oyv | 
22 
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| 
The fluttering beaux in vain to please her #ought--» 
Her dear Aurelius fill'd her every thought. 
Now Envy loudly ridicules the fair, 
Censures her dress, her manner, and her air; 
And every female, ewell'd with jealous hate, 
' Condemns what dhe can never imitate j«-» | 
And, lower than the last of womankind, 
To theirs his taunts the silly coxcomb join'd, 
, Whom Nature form'd in a capricious mood, 
8 Scorn'd by the wise, and pitied by the good, 
Hermione abach d view'd Envy's sneer, 
While its rude satires pierc'd her listening ear. 
By nature virtuous, but too weak her sense 
To brave th' attacks of dark Malevolence, 
She leaves reluQtant all ahe fondly loves, 
And follows what her judgment disapproves ; 
With follies first, with vices next complied, + 
And sacrific'd her feelings to her pride. 
Now, first in Dissipation's giddy train, 
Behold Hermione in triumph reign : 
No more she rises with the morning ray, 
But wagtes in cards the night- - in leep the day 
| F N 
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Her pallid cheek, its native colour fled, 
Assumes the glow of artificial red; e# 
Her charms decay, har vwonted hook is down, 
Her former rectitude s for ever gone. 
In vain with anxious care Aurelius tries 
To clear the mists of error from her eyes. 

At length he leads her to the rural plain, 
Where once Contentment bless d his wide domain: 
But now no more Contentment will attend, 
No more from Care's corrosive stings defend ; 
His chang'd Hermione he fondly mourns, 
Whose alter d heart no tenderness returns; 
Till, long between contending passions tost, 
His fortune sunk, his peace entirely lost, 

He yielded to the welcome stroke of death, 
And sigh'd * Hermione !* with latest breath. 
O sad vicissitude of human state 
Daughters of Virtue, with vain pride elate, 
Condemn not here a sister's levity ; 
But trembling think, ouch you, perhaps, may b 
Yet, if o'er this ad tale we drop a tear, 
What mortal, 8ay, from laughter can forbear, 
When he beholds Emilius' awkward grace, 
His figure mean, and consequential face, 

And views his mind---receptacle for all 

The follies that to wretched mortals fall ? 

Bred in the City to an humble fate, | 

The 80ber youth behind his counter tat: 
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His study was of stocks the rise and fall, 
And his grand festival a Lord Mayor's ball. 
When Fortune, careful of the fool and knave, 
A large estate beyond his wishes gave, 

He hastes to figure where the Great resort, 
And quits th Exchange to bustle through the Court. 
To ape the courtly ſop in vain he trie 
Now with Lord Trinket in his carriage vies; | 
Now games, now drinks, now swears=--and all for fame, 
Since more illustrious blockheads do the same.--- 
But hark | what knell, inspiring awful fear, 

In broken sounds thus strikes my wounded ear? 

That knell it calls Olivia to the tomb, ed 4 
Fallen in gay youth, in beauty's brightest bloom, 
Adorn'd with sentiment and sense refin'd, 
Whose only fault was a too feeling mind. 
Propitious Fortune, at her natal hour, 

Had added wealth to Nature's lavish dower: 
The rich Hortensio's child and only heir, 

She grew and flourish'd in his guardian care, 
Till the pleas'd father with delight survey'd 
His fondest hopes accomplish'd in the maid, 
With native graces heighten'd still by art, 
Agenor sought, and won the virgin's heart: 
Her sire consents, and Hymen's holy bands 
Soon at the altar join their willing hands. * 


Unhappy fair | she hop'd the «acred rite - 
Their hearts ahould ever with their hands unite, 


Too g00n the story reatless Scandal prend, 
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Her husband still her lover should remain, 

And Death alone dissolve their lasting chain. 
Not 80 Agenor. Bred in Fashion's schools, 

And blindly govern'd by her senseless rules, 

He thought affection for a wife disgrac'd 

The nice refinement of a man of tust. 

In vain mankind with one consent declare 
Olivia fairest amid thousands fair: 
Blind to her charms, unworthy of her love, 

To meaner beauties his affections rove ; 

And, veeking fancied blias, his footsteps roam | 
Far from the genuine happiness of hom, 

A voft concern, mixt with offended pride, 
' Unurp'd the breast of his nogloctod bride, 

To think that he alone unmov'd should view 

Those poorless charms which all begide oubdue. 

At length her busy thought euggests « scheme 
Destructive to her peace and to her fame, 

And makes her «trive by jealousy to gain 
That fickle heart which scorn'd a milder chain. 


How fair Olivia, by resentment led, 
Justly incens'd against a faithless spouse, 
Had in her turn forgot her plighted vows. 
Agenor heard the tale ; and, wild with rage, 
Mistaken honour urg'd him to engage 
_ His life for her, whom his caprice disdain'd 
| While undefil'd her character remain d. 
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Why chould I on the sad relation dwell? 
A hasty challenge sent---he fought, and fell 
Borne through those streets a senseless load of clay, 
Where late he wander'd negligent and gay, 
His alter'd features crowds with tears survey. 
But who can paint the anguish and despair 
That rack'd the bosom of the hapless fair 
Who caus'd his death, when, pierc'd with many a wound, 
The man he lov'd u breathless corte he found 
Horror, contrition, grief, at once combin'd 
To rouse each feeling of her tortur d mind, | 
Till, her Mak frame unequal to the atrifo, 
Prone on Agenor's bier «he clos'd her wretched life, 
Learn hence, ye fair, to chun each dangerous art, 
Nor even in thought from roctitude depart : 
Bo still unmov'd by Jealousy's alarms, 
For Temper more than Wit or Beauty charms, 
80, when old age «hall spoil each transient grace, 
Dim thy bright eyes, and wrinkle o'er thy face--- 
Steal from thy faded cheek the rose hue, 
And bend that form which now delights the view 
Still chaste Affection with unclouded ray 
Shall gild the evening of thy latest day ; - 
Still powerful Virtue shall victorious prove, 
And fix, where Beauty fails, a husband's love,--- 
Silius affects an absent careless mien, 
Nothing by him is heard, and nothing «een ; 
#: A . 
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| Or, ahould his eyes u play or ball explore, 
BH | | He listlews yawns, and withes It was oer. 
| His native England Lycidas dizdains, 
= | And quits her oaken groves for Gallia's plains: 
8 | Foreign his accent, foreign is his air, 
His dress resplendent with Parisian glare 
And, while his apish tricks contempt inspire, 
He vainly thinks the wondering crowds admire. --- 
Nothing so much delights Camillo's mind, 
As to be thought a man of taste refin'd ; 
On pictures, statues, poems to decide, 
And by his nod the sons of Genius guide. 
. | Unnumber'd artists crowd his plenteous board, 
= | And needy Science courts the wealthy lord: 
=_ . 5 . There, like the mimic heroes of the stage, 
He acts Mzcenas to the present age, 
1 Pay for substantial dinners empty praise. 
From heart deſoAtive, than defeAlive head. 1 
But darker shades remain, whose force to paint, 
Language is cold, ideas are but faint; 
. Crimes at which Reason starts with holy fear, 
To which even Pity scarce can grant a tear. 
Behold the reptile man, whose impious pride 
Dares all that 's sacred, all that 's just deride ; 
Dares the existence of that God deny, 
Who was, and is, through all eternity ; | "of 
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Whose power, reslstless, to destroy or «ave, 
To man, ungrateful man, a being gave; 
Whose merey doom'd his only Sen to bleed, 
Our elnful race from paths of Death to lead; 
Who, omniprevent, all our guilt can view, 
And pitying yet withholds the vengeance due 
But let me hope that few thus madly dare 
Wage with Omnipotence a desperate war, 
Most men acknowledge and revere a God, 
And dread at intervals his chastening rod: 
But scarce the tears of soſt Contrition spring, 
When, borne on Dissipation's airy wing, 
And mid the world's ensnaring pleasures tost, 
Too oft the thoughtless wanderer is lost. 
Children of Error, then, a moment stay, 

Nor scorn to listen to my artless lay, 

Which seeks no recompense, but to impart 

A ray of Truth to the bewilder'd heart. 

Yet think an hour shall come, nor far that hour, 
When Death's dread horrors shall each sense o'erpower ; 
When thou chalt ask in vain a little time, 

In vain lament the errors of thy prime; 

With terror view thy near approaching end, 
And helpless, hopeless, to the grave desdend. 
O then reform, while haply yet you can, 
While Providence allows a length'ning span, 
Nor to a future time the change delay. 
Perhaps thy life may finish with this day; 
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The present day, the present hour alone, 
Is all, weak mortal, thou canst call thine own. 
Then seine this fleeting moment to deplore 

Thy eins, resoly'd to yield to ein no more ; 

Regard life's darkest hours, its scenes most gay, 

As showers and sun-beams of an April day; 

And fix thy mind on that sublime abode, 

Where soon thy spirit may rejoin its God; 

There, mix'd with angels and archangels, raise 

The hymn of glory to thy Maker's praise: 

Thy views o'er vast, unmeasur'd space extend, 

And taste pure joys that know nor change nor end 
— — 
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A TALE, 


FOUNDED ON FACT. 
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) ow” 
Tus rixing Sun had ting'd the east wich gold, 
And scarce a cloud obscur d his azure reign--- 
(That Sun, whose fatal beams did firat unfold = 
The dreadful scene of Nageby's 8anguine plain; 


Where Charles, misguided monarch, wise too late, 
Saw the last efforts of his party fail ; 

Saw Rupert's luckless triumph “ urge his fate, 
And Cromwell's rizing destiny prevail) --- 


When young Eliza left her lonely hed, 
And wander ' d penaive amid heaps of «lain, 
Not by a base desire of plunder led, 
But hope to sooth some dying Warrior's pain, 


| — 
o Prince Rupert lost this battle by purtulng the enemy too ſar, 
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Each nobler feeling to her heart was known; 
And, though the humble inmate of u cot, 
Her form and mind had grac'd the proudest throne. 


But hopeless patslon o'er each opening grace 
Had cat a tender, melancholy air 

. uth'of noble race, 
im whe lnguid'd i de. 


Twelve months had pass d vince o'er Kuguate's form 
With fond surprise her wondering eyes had atray'd; 
But, while his charms her artlew bozom warm, 
By him unnoted pass d the blooming maid. 


From that sad hour a stranger to repose, | 
She chunn'd the wake, che dunn d the feative green 
And «till where'er AMidtion ealls she goes, 

A pale attendant at each mournful scene. 


Ay gm wp wh hr du me, | ; 
her molxt 1 
Of hostlle kindred upon on kindred pll'd, 

And Britlah fills with Bridah blood ibo 
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But us, advancing o'er the diamal field 


Where devastation 8adden'd all around, 
She view'd those lids in endless darkness seal 'd, 


And heard of dying groans the plaintive coynd--- 


A form of grace zuperior drew her eyes, 
Bending to view the Warrior's face che stood 
O fatal sight | her lov'd Eugenio lies 
On earth extended, and deform'd with blood. 


Struck at the view, awhile in ollent grief 


She stood, nor yet « aigh confear'd her pain ; 
wort rhe tears could bring relief, | 


At length, adown her cheek and ahowy breat 
tears in quick suecesslon run 


The pearly 
And with a volee by sorrow half supprest, 


In broken accents, thus the falr began 


O thou, whom lovely and belov'd In valn, 
Unpliying Fate has anatch d in early bloom, 

1s this the meed thy patriot virtues gala } 

Dearer than life, is this thy haplow doom 
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When last I cw thee, o'er thy manly cheek 
— Health's orient glow @ mantling lustre cast; 
Enamour d Glory seem 'd thy paths to seek, 
Fortune in thee her favourite child embrace d. 


Now cold on earth thou liest==-no weeping friend 
With plous tears recely'd thy parting breath 
No kindred round thy bleeding corve attend, 

With grief Uke mine to mourn thy early death, 


Ah | what avall'd the virtues of thy youth, 
The mind that dar'd Rebellion's fury brave, 

Thy constant loyalty, thy matchless truth 
Those very virtues sunk thee to the grave, 


Kneeling as thus «he spoke, his hand «he press d, 
And view'd his form with every charm replete ; 

But what emotions fill'd her raptur'd breant 
When «till che found his languid pulses beat ! 


Some neighbouring peazants led by chance that way, 
Touch'd by the gorrows of the weeping fair, 
With pitying eyes the fainting youth survey, 
And to Eliza's well-known cottage bear. 
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There, with u Leech's care, her hands applied 
Some lenient herbs to every rankling wound ; 


Herbs, by the test of long experience tried, , 
Of vovereign virtue in each trial found, 


While amelous Love its lavich care supplies, 
Eugenio's face resume u frecher hue | 
And on the muld he fix'd his opening eyes, 

White tears of joy her polich'd cheeks bedew. 


The dawn of gratitude and wonder join'd, 
Wich varying thoughts diatrats his labouring breast; 
And, anxious to relieve his dublous mind, = 
In faltering words he thus the fair addrou'd: 


O may, what friend, eolicitous to save, 
Procur'd for me your hoepitable cure 
For, when at Nazeby the last aigh I gave, 


Nor Friendahip nor Humanity was there. 


Blushing, the maid with down=-cant looks replied, 
To Heaven alone thy gratitude is due: 
That God, whose angels round the good preside, 
To thy relief my feeble guccour drew. 
| I 


90 BYOENIO AND. BLISA, 


0 


3 —— ñ2—ͤ 
\ 0 . 
. : 


1 found thee cencelens mid u heap of alainj,- + + 
I bore thee here, and Heaven thy life has apar'd: 


That life restor d, I ack nor thanks nor gain; 


A virtuous action is its own reward, T7 


With mute surprise th' attentive youth admir'd, 
Mid scenes 80 rude, a form 8 passing fair; 


But more he wonder'd, when, by Heaven inspir d, 


Her words bespoke a guardian angel's care, 


And every day new beauties caught his view, 
And every hour new virtues charm'd his mind, 
Till admiration into passion grew, 0 
By pure esteem and gratitude reſin d. 


In vain, to change the purpose of his heart, ; 


Ambition frown'd contemptuous on the maid; 


Pride urg d him from her humble cot to part, 


And martial ardor call'd him from the shade. 


He saw his country, in subjection led, 
Pay servlle homage to a realot's nod, 

Who sternly clalm'd his captive Sovereign's head, 
And thought by anarchy to serve his God. 
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He knew his dlngle efforts would be vain, 
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His Prince from factious thousands to support, | 


And scorn'd to mingle with the abje&t train 
Who, led by interest, well d a guilty Court. 


Since Virtue's cause no more his arms could claim, 


And hope of conquest could no longer move, 
Fix'd, he regolves to wed the beauteous dame, 
And congecrate his future life to love. 


Fast by the cot a spreading linden grew, 
Whose boughs o'ershadow'd a fantastic seat, 
Where the pale primrose and the violet blue 

| Breath'd from the verdant turf a mingled sweet. 


There, with Eliza often by his side, 

Eugenio shunn'd the scorching heats of noon ; 
Amid night's stillness there he often hied, 

And solitary watch'd the silver moon. 


Perusing there the philosophie page, 
Untir'd the livelong day he would remain, 
Or for the Nen quit the graver Bag 
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Beneath the branches of this silent chade, 
By hours of past tranquillity endear'd, 

He vow'd his passzom to the bluching maid, 
Whose timid love his loss each moment fear d. 


Une in che gurniclow echooks of Att, l 
Which curb the genuine feelings as they rise, 

She own'd the sentiments that fill'd a heart | 
Whose conscious purity contemn'd dieguize. 


The sacred rites perform'd, with festive state 
To his high dome Eugenio led the fair: 
Mid lofty woods arb the ancient beat, 

Whose solid grandeur time could not impair, 


1 There unpercelv'd life's current flow'd away, 
| Nor could old age their constant love 
* | And often they deplor'd, yet blew'd that day, 
4 To others aouree of grief, ty them of joy. 


They liv'd to see the artful Cromwell die, | 

| And frm thle wenn power hs eat river 

And then beheld dh imperial dignity 
Once more to the inglorious Stuarts given. 
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Charles they survey d, in luxury, and ease, 
And sensual pleasures, pass life's ill-egent day; 
And bigot James an injur d nation raise, 
Then coward «hun the battle's dread array. 
| a \ N F 
Next Nassau, crown'd by policy and arms, . 
In early youth for thatchless prudetice known, 
Unmov'd in dangers, fearless in alarms, 
w 


Last Anna's progperous reign in age they view'd, 
And Marlborough 

Marlborough, for councils as for fight endued, 

| Who with his own spread England's fame afar : 


Then, pleas'd thelr cov ntry's triumphs to behold, 
In youthful 2 le her laurels bloom, 
Thal aged lids in Death's daß dy they fold, 


And hot unwilling vink Into the tomb, 


glorious from Germania's war- 
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Tun northern wind howls ober the dreary plain, 


And thick and frequent full the drifted nnows: 
Pleas d, Desolatlon views her waste domain, 


And torpid Vegetation's dead repose. 


Yet here my penaive Muse delights to atray, 
And silent o'er this barren wild to tread; .. 

For well the prospect vuits my aolemn lay, 
Which eings of battles and the mighty dead. 


Yes, ye cold relics of what once were great, 
To you alone my homage shall be paid: 

I 8corn to flatter living Power or State, 
But bend with reverence to the Hero's shade, 
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Soon the gay pageants vulgar minds adore 
Shall rest neglected in the lonely grave, 

Where Adulation sooths their ears no more, 
And Vanity no longer can enslave. 


The wise and brave attend a different fate ; 
Their names chall flourish to remotest time; 

Fame shall for them her golden trump inflate, 
And vound their praices in each distant clime, | 


Then ceave, ye Bards, to stoop to gilded Pride: 
On genuine Worth alone your praize beatow : 
Fot Wealth, or Rank to Merit unallled, 
Serves but the owner's littlenews to show. 


What «laughter once empurpled o'er this field | 
Here constant in vain expir'd: 
Her 8anguine votaries here Ambition ateel'd, 
. While frantic Hate each hoatile bosom fir d. 


Here princely Warwick, generous, wise, and brave, 
Pour'd from unnumber'd wounds life's crimson flood: 
Here dying Montague a token gave 
Of love fraternal ratified in blood, 


— — 
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Hard fate of war | when Warwlck's * rebel hand 
Against hls Sovereign graip'd the direful word, 
«hould on his banners stand, 

And leave him when to Virtue's cause reator'd ! 


Yet let not Man, presumptuous, weak, and vain, 
Murmur at God's inscrutable decroe- 

But own, whate'er his Wisdom hall ordain 
Is right, though Man 's too blind the cause to tee. 


By ties of blood here fickle Clarence + sway'd, 
Basely betray'd his unsuspeCting Friend: 
But the transgression 800n his life repaid, 
By Glo'ster doom'd to an inglorious end. 


Here fainting Exeter t, by wounds opprest, 
Mixt with the dead, lay senseless on the plain 
Till friendly Night outspread her sable vest, 
When his slow steps a neighbouring cottage gain. 


e Warwick had juit before deverted the Party of Byard IV. 
+ Clarenee had deserted Warwick in this battle, 
1 The Duke of Exeter, Vide Rapli's Hiotory, 
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Nor, though hls enalgns lost the doubtful day, 
Should Oxford “ love the well-carn'd meed of pra l 


For long he fou 
Till even 


nor left the dire affray 
Hope withdrew [ts latest rays; 


Then fled with Somerset to 'Tewkebury's plain, 
To join unwearied Margaret's hoatile bands 
But all thy courage, Somerset +, is vain, 


Whose life relentless Destiny demands. 


A doom less rigorous was thine, De Vere ! 
For, deeply though you drank the cup of woe, 

At length you saw, reliev'd from every fear, 
The tyrant Richard's blood at Bosworth flow, 


To march victorious o'er this plain q was thine, 

Where first everest Fortune you had known, 
And to behold the great Lancastrian line 

Once more securely plac'd on Albion's throne. | 


dts hed of faded, a tat tans fo dhe cp tho of 
Richmond's army, 
+ The Duke of Bomertet, afterwards slain at ne. 
t The name of the Oxford family, 
4 Aﬀter the battle of Bosworth. 
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But in what plaintive accents shall my Muse, 
Vnhappy Henry, weep thy lorn estate? 
What heart to thee compassion could refuge ? 
For thy meek virtues ill dezerv'd thy fate. 


When the cad tidings reach'd thine anxious ear 
Of Warwick slain, thy brightest hopes undone, 
Did not thy mind presage new anguish near, 
Thy captive princess, and thy murder d on 


4 Did not prophetic Fancy point the steel 
IF By Glo'ster pointed to thy harmless breast, 
C Design d by Heaven thy «harper woes to heal, 
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Far ire hopes ed Fortunes gen, 
Whose brightest influence «hone upon thy birth, 
When, form'd each adverse nation to enslave, 
Thy warlike sire adorn'd the wondering earth; 


When happy England bless'd his equal way, 
And Gallia's sceptre fill'd his conquering hand, 

How chang'd thy proapeRt at life's parting ray < 
A bleeding _ in * native 1 
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Thus Goodness infinite would wean the mind, 
| By etrange vicizsitudes and endless etrife, 

From Earth's dull joys, to happiness refin'd 
In the pure regions of eternal life--- 


Where crowns of glory for the good await, 
Whose dazzling splendour, to our eyes unknown, 
Shall far surpass the eastern monarch's state 

Mid all the gaudy glitter of his throne, 


No more then, Henry, I lament thy fall, 
Or envy guilty Richard his renown : 
Nor Pain nor Death the virtuous man appall; 
Cheer'd by his God, he scorns their idle frown, 


But though Prosperity and vain Parade 
Through life's short path the wicked may gusta in; 
Yet a few hours, and all their glories fade, 
And nought but grief and bitterness remain, 


Farewell, ye scenes of Anarchy and Woe | 
From you henceforth be dread Rebellion far | 

And ne'er again ma yst thou, Britannia, know 

The dire misfortunes of intestine war | 
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| | Let fickle France indulge each wild entreme, 
f Wo While Peace and Virtue mourn their injur'd cause | 
4 ' But long may England baffle every scheme 
1 By Faction form'd againet hot matchlea laws | | 
| | For real Liberty is theirs alone 
Who bend eubminive, Justice, at thy «hrine} 

| Where, studious to support thine equal throne, | 

; | The SubjeRt and the Monarch both combine, 


OSMOND and MATILDA, 


A TALE. 


Whyrns Avon rolls his winding flood, 
Where Clifton's gummits rise, 
Whose rich exparue of lawn and wood 


Delights our wondering eye, 


Earl Raymond's castle once arose, 
Ra the terror of his foes, 
countless conqueats vain, 


'There young Matilda's beauty bloom'd 
Unenvied, unadmir'd, 

Who ne'er the pride of courts aum, 
Or life of courts deslr d. 


—— —— — 
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Her brother in these peaceful bowers 
Had left the lovely maid, 


To pass her volitary hours, 


While he far distant otray'd=«« | 


Where Superstition's stern command 
Call'd all her sons to arms, 

And bore to Judah's distant land 
Destruction and alarme- 


Where pure Religlon's injur'd name 
Induc'd each hostlle lord, 

In her defence, to seek for fame, 
And wield the vengeful word. 


While Raymond hop'd, by blood and war, 
To gain eternal bliss, 


| Matilda, from dizzenalons far, 


Made sure of happiness, 


By gentlest manners, purest truth, 
By piety refin'd; 
Arn 
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She knew dying Saviour bought 
Redemption by his blood! 

The hope which Mercy gave, dhe sought 
By mercy to make good. 


For the could injuries forgive, 
Could weep for fallen foes; 


Whate'er his falth, che could receive 
The stranger to repo4e, 


„Mid Clifton's vales, her spotless life 
To contemplation given, 

Secure from public nolee and atrife, 
Her thoughts were fix'd on Heaven. 


Matilda, chall a breast like thine 
Feel Love's pernicious eway ? 

Cant thou that holy calm reign, 
Through Passion's wilds to 8tray 


Celestial Powers, unite to save 
Perfection like your own! 

O let not Love that heart enslave, 
Where Reason fix'd her throne | _ 
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Ah, fruitless prayer | No pitying power 

| Averts Matilda's woes: 

They rather urge the fateful hour, 
That robs her of repose 


As near an ancient forest's bounds 

Matilda chanc'd to «tray, q 

The sprighily noise of horns and hounds. 
Salutes the rising day. 


The virgin sees a glittering train 
With shouts attend the chase: 
So light their horses scour the plain, 


One «he beholds excel the rett 


In form and manly grace, 
Whose noble air, not splendid vest, 
Mark'd his distinguish'd race. 


While with delight Matilda view'd 
The stranger as he pass d, 

While her pleas'd eyes his form pursu d, 
And fear'd each look the last, 


O8MOND AND MATILDA. 


She sees his horte no longer own 
Obedience to the rein: 

She sees the youthful hunter thrown - 
Extended on the plain! 


Advis'd her to retreat, 
With Admiration-Pity join'd, 
Urg'd on her rapid feet . 


To where the lately festive crowd 
In tears surround their lord, 


Matilda with compassion view'd 
The stranger as he lay: 
Softer sensations soon ensu d, 


For Pity's unsuspected charm 

Has oft seduc d a heart, 

Nor wisdom love impart. 
N 
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Can Sorrow's ineffeQtual tear, 
| $he cried, to life restore 


A miracle may grant; | 
For seldom aid divine is given 


Where human efforts faint. 


Imbosom'd in yon towering wood 
An ancient castle stands: | 
Earl Raymond there, the brave, the good, 
Possess d these happy lands, „ Þ 


i _—_ = 


_=_. But gince from Britain's chore he 's gone, 
=—_ Through Adee realms to y, 
= These ailing lands I rule alone, 

1 | And all my power obey, 


There then your dying master lead 
With care along the plain; 

For never did Misfortune plead 
At Raymond's gate in vain, 
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The tear of gratitude sincers | 8 I 
From every eye-lid falls; | 
Their lord his sad attendants bear £ | [ 
Within the castles walls, ? 

* There soon Matilda's tender care 3 
His banish'd sense restor d: I! 
But who to thee, incautious fair, | 
Shall now relief afford ? 
For treacherous Passion every day | 
Still deeper sunk the dart; a» 
And, 1 t was Pity's eway, : | 
Love reign'd o'er all her heart. | 
At length the fatal truth was known | 
The stranger own'd his flame: | 


How great her joy | How quickly flown, 
At hearing Osmond's name | 
i" 
From her pale cheeks the roses fled, | ll 
Tears trembled in her eye} | 
Penelve che hung her beauteous head, 1 
While 8igh succeeded sig. 


1 
| 
| 
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Oumond, che cried, this love withatatul 

' To other maids incline | 

Nor fondly hope Matilda es hatd 1 
Shall wer be join'd with thine, | 


; Fi 

Between our race the deadly atrife, 
O Oumond! need 1 tell - 

How by thy aire, in prime of life, 
My father fell! | 


And can I Wear eternal love 
Where Raymond yows revenge“ 
Ie 


or han dc 
Then ceace to feed a frultlees flame 
My heart must ne'er return 
Nor of that heart the coldnew blame 
For thine "twill ever mourn. | 


O fatal accents, Oamond cries, 
That blast my promis d joys! 
W 
heart your ern detroys, 
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Yet, if nor Pity's voice, not Love, - 
Can change my hard decree, = 

Still Plety, perhaps, may move 

That breast to feel for me. 


We 're taught how much by Power divine 
Woe need to be forgiven | 
That, if to pardon we decline, 
We low our promis d heaven, 


Cold lies my fathtr's honour'd clay 

* With lies reventiment 's fled: 

Shall then Matilda's breatt betray 
Flut hatred for the dead | 


| His cloaing eyes wopt Seward's fate! 
Be then thy pardon won 


Nor in the erlme he mourn'd too late 
Invelve his gulltless on. 


When Pamion courts the youthful ear, 
How weak is Reazon's voice | | 
Delusion to the heart how dear, 


When it confirms its choice | 
9 


: 


Matilda 
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wil #6 irong, 
She wiah'd to be derefv -d; 


And every word from Ovinund's tongue 


Wis 9 


— Ad ar ful rare 

Bill urg den Father's death j 
wh io ind ir amend mans 
That Kdith 's panting deen 


In 8 eall'd her gan 
casing ta recelve 

And aid, his prevence could alone 

Take terror from the grave, 


His feeling heart in Edith's pain 
Entirely lost its own; 


| Her oufferings rack each filial vein, 


Andall the lover 's flown. 


N 2 


And scarcely bid adieu: | 
Speechless and pale Matilda stands, 


Till he's no more in view. 
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Then wit through Glifen's take be 


She calls on Ovinond's Marne 
chelr hapless lyvess-- 
but fan the flame. 


ty the 


Ns mere, the efith all | beheld 
His eyes wrenely gay | 
Ns were his band my hand (hall held, 
Ai through thaw wade 3 ray 


Oumand, return, my mind fram pride 
And prejudice is free: | 

Though by thy father Seward died, 
Matilda lives for thee, 


\ 


In pity come, my peace restore, 

For thee ulone I prize: 

Fruitless entreaties | never more 
Shall Osmond bless these eyes 


Twelve times had Cynthia's silver beam 
. " Mumin'd Clifton's height; 
Twelve times had shed on Avon's stream 
Its inoffensive light: 
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Still victim of a hopeless fire, 

Matilda pin'd aẽwy⸗ 

The roses from her cheeks retire, 
Her health, her charms decay. 


Still turn'd towards the place, 
Where, fill'd with anguish and despair, 
She last saw Osmond's face. BY 


High o'er the rea, hs towering form, 
His firm intrepid air, 

That uad to hure Miafbrrune's none, 
Announc'd her brother near. 


Through dark affliction's chilling cloud 

A ray of pleasure warms : 
Raymond 's return'd | dhe cries aloud, 
And hates into his arme. 
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Shall Glory's voice no more 
Call thee in wars thy youth to spend, 
Far from thy native chore ? 


Ah!] trust not Glory's dangerous charms, 

Who smiles but to betray ; 
But, free from tumults and alarms, 

Enjoy life's fleeting day. 8 
Beloy'd Matilda, never more 

I 'll tempt the inconstant wave; 


No longer quit my native shore, 


For her shall Friendship's milder joys 
Exert their winning power, 

Whilst Hymen's more endearing ties 
Shall gild her latest hour.--- 


No, Raymond, never shall my tongue 
Pronounce the solemn vow; | | 
Nor e'er, the sacred rites among: ) 1 
At Hymen's shrine 1 II bow: ; 
p 
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Still may my mind be fre! 
r ö 
May I devote to thee ! e 


A virtuous passion's spotless flame 
Heaven ne er can disapprove: 
Your hand I 've promis'd, and I claim 
F W 


Whan nave Briannla's rocky chore 
Wild rag'd the bursting storm, 

Loud o'er the deck the billows roar, 
_ While elouds the skles deform, 


in al the pot wrnblg hn 
ttempts the stern te 

To turn us from the us land, 
And tempt onee more the tide, 


The winds blew high, the (urges swell 'i, 
Our maste our e lost; 
The chatter d chip 's at 
On Deyon's hilly count. 
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Find there a watery grave. 


With pain we climb the steepy height, 
And reach a level mead, | 

When o'er the earth the dewy night 
Had cast her sable shade. 


Beneath a lime=tree's zheltering arms 
Our weary limbs we lay 

And hope, secure from all alarms, 
To walt the approach of day, 


But vain our hopes; for, when ealin rest 
Had seal'd each heavy eye, 

And lull'd te peace each anxious bregzt, 
A eruel band drew nigh, | 


They seis d our arme, they bound gur hands, 

 Whillat fearless all repos d 

And soon in everlasting bands 
Of aleep our eyes had elos'd, 
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A «tranger pass d that way, | 
Endu'd with force to get us free, 
And all our foes to alay. 


My etubborn 8oul, which ne'er to power 
Or sordid riches bow d, 

With humblest gratitude that hour 
Its lavish thanks bestow d. 


Those thanks repeated o'er and o'er, 
My lineage I declar'd, ; 
And uk'd if Raymond's boundless store 
Such service could reward, 


A crimson blush at Raymond's name 
The stranger's cheeks o'erspread, 

And from his agitated frame ' 
Its wonted vigour fled. 


Raymond he cried, wit faltering vole, 
Thy riches I redign: _, 

If in Win weak I could rejoice, 
Unnumber'd wealth is mine. 
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But all the wealth the zordid prize,” = 


My towering wishes can despise, 
And higher far aspire. 


If to my pure, unsullied flame 

You would Matilda grant, 
No other riches «hall I claim, 
No greater treasure want. 


Pleas'd with the ardent, generous love, 


Which, scorning meaner views, 
Matilda only could approve, 
Matilda only choose-— 


I promis'd, ere to-morrow's gun 
Shall gild the evening tide, 

Thou shouldst, by my entreaties won, 
Congsent to be his bride, 


And cold indeed must be thy heart, 
And blind must be thine eye, 
Whene'er he shall his suit impart; 
Couldat thou that suit deny, 

- 1” 
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Then drive, Mattida, from thy brow 
A brother's with, u lover's vow, 


o Raymond's han commands the meld 


Now Cynthia o'er the azure «ky 
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Each vestige of despalr 
Te crown at ones prepate 


Nor algh nor tear return'd | 
But, corrowing, low «he bow'd her head, 
And allently de mourn'd, | 


Her starry mantle throws; 
Around the world light visions fly, 
To often human woes. 


But no delusive, flattering dream, 
Which grants a short relief, 
Led by oft slumber, kindly came 
To 800th Matilda's grief. 


Supinely on her couch reclin'd, 
Prest by a weight of care, 

No more her weak, distemper'd mind 
Could comfort find in prayer. 
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oon AND MATILDA. 


Affection, Duty, strongly plead 


Her constant heart o move | 
Firm in their cause that heart can bleed, 
But cannot ceare ty love: 


Now In the ene with bluahing pride 
The purple m raue, 

And Health, with Labour by her alde, 
darts from a light repos, 


Matilda from her chamber hien, 
All opiritles and weak 


Despalr sits lowering in her eyes, 
And sickens on her check. 


The mead and garden's rich perfume 
No more her steps delay, 

But through the forest's awful gloom 
She bends her devious way. 


There, as immers'd in grief profound 


| Through pathless wilds che treads, 


The deadly nightshade all around 
Its baneful berries spreads. 
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The fatal plant Matilda view'd, | 


OIMOND AND MATILDA, 


Then touch'd with trembling hand; 
And Tait with Reveon now e, 


Now her pals lips the berries tain, 


Raymond, who long with files hat 
Sought the devoted fair, | 

Now sees her in the desert waste, 
Reclin'd with pensive air. 


Matilda, why this long delay ? 
Why these dejeCted eyes ? 

Why this disorder d, looge array ? 
Thy lover waits, he cries... | 


Thy promise to fulfil, 
And follow wherezoe'er you guide, 
Obedlent to your Will, «=» 


OIMOND 'AND MATILDA, 61 
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Now from the solitary wood 
With rapid steps they turn'd, 
To where an ancient chapel stood, 
Where Seward lay inurn'd, 


Before the venerable pile, | 
With reverential fear 

And beating breasts, they paus'd awhile, 
And shed a filial tear, 


Now entering with averted eyes, 
This hated lord to meet, 

Matilda sees with wild surprise 
Her Osmond at her feet. 


Just then the poison's subtle power 
Invades its trembling prey 

She sinks upon the marble floor, 
Cold as her kindred clay. 


Osmond, with anguizh and affright, , 
Bends o'er the dying maid, 
And sees from all that charm'd his eight 
The living lustre fade, 
v j 
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O8$MOND AND MATILDA? 


Matilda, d thy Osmond calls 


To the last giap this lngeritig heart 


O bless him with a mile; 52% 
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Ach ieren the apt hi ayes | 
And rais'd her languid head; 

Osmond, dear youth | che faintly cries, 
I hasten to the dead, 


A polson on my vitals preys, 
And withers all my bloom 
The rapid flood of life delays, 
And calls me to the tomb. 


Vet, Damen though we en munt pu 
From other contracts free, | 


Shall fondly dwell with tee 


More had che sald, but envious Death 
Awum'd his Iron away | 


Faint, and mere faint, her struggling breath 
Entirely divs away, 


osMonp AND MATILDA, 


Whilst Raymond, Gill'd with vain remome, 


To view his victim fears, 
Osmond bedews her senseless corse 
With unavailing tears. 


He cries, Beloy'd Matilda, wait, 

Nor yet thy Osmond leave--« 
Who hastens to partake thy fate, 
And join thee in the grave. 


Now, Edith, to thy hapless gon 
Those mournful duties give, 

You hop'd, when life's dad race was tun, 
From him you might receive, 


May plety thy woes assuage 
Nor let my early dovin 

Depress thy weak, declining age 
Untimely to the tomb [=== 


While duty and affection warm 
Thus his last thoughts inaplr'd; 

He press d Matilda's lifeleas form, 

And, bow'd by grief, explr'd, 
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CHILD OF SORROW, 
3 


A. mid romantle Ve's paths I etray'd, 
Where clear Medina“ rolls its silver wave, 
Beneath a solltary willow's chade, 

Whose pendent boughs the lueld waters lave, 


A Child of Sorrow caught my wandering eye 
. | Loose her attire, dlshevell'd was her halr, 
Pallid her cheok, and oft « burning algh 


| . nnn. 


ede unn NR b 
Registless chone in her negleQed form, 
As the effulgence of the god of day 

Gleums through the darkness of the wintry etorm. 


The name of a river In the ale of Wight, 


THE CHILD OF SORROW. 


: 


Oft o'er the waves she cast a wistful view, 
As oft the torrent of her tears did flow ; 

Then to the shore her streaming eyes withdrew, 

And in disorder d words thus spoke her woe: 


Dia dud, ye wars ag th outing hor, 
Your rage no longer can my boom move 
Louder, ye winds, and yet still louder roar, 
You can no more destroy my only love, 


Viaim of sorrow from the dawn of life, 

I can no more admit new joy or grief ; 
Perfidious Fortune, freed from all thy atrife, 
Even In despalr my soul hall find rellef. - 


Touch'd with compasslon at these plaintive sounds, 
Slow I approach d, and to the Stranger gad 

What deep afliftions cause such heart-felt wounds 

What atorms of Fortune bow thy youthful head ? 


Could I alleviate ?--=Never, he replied, 
Can human power my mind from anguish 8ave;--- 
Never, oh | never can my woes subside, 
But mid the shadows of the darksome grave. 
g * 


hu — * 
- DE "BP 


re > as oo IS, els aa RA EEC e . ICE IL * 
e * * * _ — — N a = 
* ; IP 13 * * | * * 9 
_ 
; - . 
* 
— _ 


66 Tut ent or tonne w. 


Yu due eb andy kung 
. wat Hands rembling in thine eye, 


The wy of ny / grief | will lupe 
ve me to my hapless destiny: 


Where prowd Auges rea her lofly head, 


My childhood pass d in affluence and one i 
Far from my paths the train of Sorrow fled, 
While gay I bask'd in Fortune's brightont blaze, 


But chert those Joys; for searee had fifteen years 
Taught me my happiness to know and prize, 
When swift the splendid vision disappears, 
And pale Adversity's dun clouds arive, 


Misfortunes unforescen depriv'd my tire 


In little time of his abounding wealth ; 


To highest views accustom'd to aspire, 


I Saw Despair o — manly brow, 

- While silent Grief sat rankling at his breast; 

I saw his head with Disappointment bow, 
Till an untimely death restor'd his rest. 


. 


\ HS ente Of SORROW: 


Long time 1 mourn d- -er did f mourn alene- 
A virtuous meter ahar'd in all my woe; 

A husband and a father we bemean, 

And for his low our wars alternate flew, 


But Time, whow lenient hand can oft awvage 
The «harpeat wounds of unrelenting Fate, 
Had voften'd by degrees Afiition's rage 
To fend Remembrance and Concern date, 


ogether we fomook the venal crowd, 

And in this leland found u till retreat, 

Far from the gay, the thoughtless, and the proud, 
For Poverty and Reaignation meet, 


T 


Contented here we liv'd, nor e'er repin'd 
At memory of what we once possess d; 

But grateful own'd, that the unsullied mind 
In its own conscious rectitude is blest. 


Hard by our cottage, on a rising ground, 

In simple state Ardelio's mansion stood 
Ardelio lov'd by all the country round, 

Friend to the poor, the artless, and the good. 
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Large was his fortune, liberal his heart, 
Faultless his manners, undefil'd his mind; 
Free from ambition, avarice, or art, r 
His only study was to serve mankind. 


By chance conducted to our lone abode, 
He found me friendless, pitied me, and lovd: 
His bounteous hand a quick relief bestow d. 
And soon each trace of indigence remov'd. 


' The day was fix'd, when at the sacred shrine 
Attested Heaven should hear our mutual yows ; 
And sprightly Pleasure'seem'd once more to twine - 
Her freshest roses for my favour'd brows. 


But, ah | those roses bloom'd but to decay; 

For, like the bud before the eastern wind, 

Their beauties faded immature away, 
But fading left a lasting thorn behind. 


Oblig'd to leave me for a little space, 
Presaging tears his fatal absence mourn; 
But the kind youth, my rising grief to chase, 
At parting promis'd he would soon return. 


THE CHILD OF SORROW, 
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Mean time a fever's unremitting rage 
Invaded all my parent's trembling frame; 
No remedy its fury can asguage, 


Her frantic cries in vaiti wy qubobur claim, 


A thousand times I kiss'd her pallid cheek, 
And with my tears bedew'd her burning hand, 
While with officious care I vainly seek TY 
Thoee cures which unarallng Science mm 


*** no friend was near, 

| In whom this sad, this breaking heart could trust, 
When I beheld her on the sable bier, 

And heard the solemn sentence, Dust to dust 


a Frantic with sorrow, to the rocky shore 
Wich an uncertain course my steps I bend: 
Unheeded round me the deep thunders roar, 1 
And the blue lightning's lurid flames descend. 


Yet one dread object my attention drew : 
Near the rude cliffs a vessel I espied, 
And heard the clamours of its frighted crew, 
Who vainly tried to stem the billowy tide, 
T 
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For; by the fury of hs inept wat, | | 
| Aathut Gocks be web alata bind; 

The floating wreck is driven towards the coast, 

With seamen's lifeless bodies scatter'd round. 


New coding athbderind mit 
While I 8urvey'd the horrors of the storm, 

I thought, perhaps even now, to death consign'd, 
Floats mid those waves my loy'd Ardelio's form. 


| Pierc'd with the thought, adown the craggy step 


I hasten to explore the fatal strund 


Just then, emerging from the raging deep, 
A breathless core is thrown upon the tand. 


Shuddering I look with half averted eye--- 
Ah me, my dread forebodings were too true 
She paus'd-»-then utter'd, with « burning algh, 
Ardelio 's torn for ever from my view | 


GERTRUDE. 


Ante, kind Sun | with brighter rays 
Illumine all the grove; 


Tune every voice to grateful praise, 
To harmony and love. 


Give to the pink a fresher die, 
New eweetness to the rose 
Let jessamine with lilies vie, 
And rival charms oppose. 


The gaudy pink shall lose its pride, 
Compar'd to Henry's cheek ; 

The lily its dull whiteness hide, 

A browner hue to take. 


But not the charms of shape or face 
Have caus deu translent love 


Such passlons with each youthful grace 
Shall suddenly remove. 
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OEATRUDE, 


Tu honour binds my lating chain, 
Tis goodnew wins my heart z 


Tis pity that feels mental pain 


From every vufferer's amart, 


'Tis Virtue's self, to gain the mind, 
My Henry's form azumes: ?: 
Virtue, with beauty there combin'd, 
In bright perfection blooms, 


To-day the indissoluble knot 
Shall be by Hymen tied, 
When happy Gertrude's envied lot 

Shall make her Henry's bride,--- 


Her busy maids attend: 


* 


The richest robes with care they chose, 


The richest gems commend. 


But Gertrude, scorning foreign aid, 
Is clad in simple white; 

dhe shuns the pomp and vain parade 
Which vulgar eyes delight. 


ORATRUDE, "2 
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Her auburn hair falls unconfin'd 
But by « myrtle crown} | 

Her veil flows loosely in the wind, 
And low her robe hangs down, 


She now azcends a lofty tower, 
To see if Henry 's near: 

Far as the eye extends its power, 
She seeks for Henry there. 


No Henry glads her longing eye, 
No festive throng advance; 

No maidens flowerets sttew hard by, 
Or lead the lively dance. 


The glowing crimson leaves her cheek, 
A deadly pale succeeds: 

Her Henry still resolv'd to scek, 
She wanders o'er the meads, 


She sought him through the cypress grove, 
She sought him o'er the plain; 

Sad by the crystal stream did rove, 
The woodland search'd in vain, 
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OBATRVYBE; 


Whilse anxious thus the viewed around 
'To find her promis'd lord, 


Ahe sees him breathlew on the 


Piero d by his rival's word. 


Around his neck dhe throws her arms, 
Her lips to his are join'd ; 

Sure Gertrude's lips have potent charms 
To animate the mind | | 


But Henry's frozen heart no more 
Can transport feel or pain: 
The voice that gave delight before, 
Now calls the youth in vain, 


Clos'd are those eyes that beam'd 8 bright, 


His rosy bloom is fled; 
In happier climes, in purer light, 
He joins the tranquil dead. 


Distra ction seis d the wretched maid : 


With agony opprest, 
Frantic che grasp'd the sanguine blade 
That gor'd her Henry's breast. 


OBATAUDE: T 
CE —— — — 


The fatal word perform'd tee well, 
It plere'd her tender gde; 

Without a algh fair Gertrude fell, 
And by her Henry died, 


SEMIRA. 
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Taauapikirv, celestial maid, 5 
Why hast thou fled my troubled breast? 

Vainly must I implore thine aid, 
And only hope in Death for rest 


I once was thy peculiar care, 
In infancy, and early youth: 

The victim now of blank Despair, 
I zee thy miles were void of truth. 


Only to charpen Sorrow's dart, 
Deceitful friend, you 8mil'd on me: 

But, since you scorn my proffer'd heart, 

That heart no more «hall plead to thee. 


But I'll invoke thee, gentle Death | 
Thou, certain cure for every pain, 
Shalt tell me at my latest breath, 
Our zorrows as our joys are vain, 


IEMIRA, 
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Como, then, kind soother of my woes, 
| Prepare for me the welcome grave 

On its cold lap 1'11 find repose, 
Which living I can never have. 


Thus mourn'd Semira, hapless fair, 
By Disappointment's stings opprest: 
The pitying Power receiv'd her prayer, 
And life forsook her woe-worn breast. 


VIRTUE. 


1 


BLoomine Beauty, brilliant Wit, 
Shall with life's chort moment flit: 
Brighter Virtue must endure 
Everlasting and secure. 


That chall gild our solemn hours, 


Strew our thorny path with flowers, 
Dry AMiRtion's rising tear, 

Fate the mind of every fear, 

Even to our latest breath, 

In the cold embrace of Death, 
When each hope of life chall fail, 
When the quivering lip grows pale, 
When the languid pulse beats low, 
When the heavy eye is clos d, 
And once- busy frame compos'd 
Even then «hall Virtue's voice 

Bid the Christian's soul rejoice; 
Bid her look beyond the gloom 

Of the dread - inspiring tomb, 
Wrapt in shades of endless night, 
To the realms of lasting light, 
Where a Saviour's boundlews love 
Death for ever «hall remove, 


To 


CONTENTMENT. 


Contunraunt, rosy, dimpled fair, 
Thou brightest daughter of the sky, 
Why dot thou to the hut repair, 
And from the gilded palace fly ? 


I 've trac'd thee on the peazant's cheek ! 
1 've mark'd thee in the milk«maid's amile } 

I've heard thee loudly laugh and apeak, 
Amid the sons of Want and Toll. 


Yet, in the circles of the Great, 
Where Fortune's gifts are all combin'd, 
I've sought thee early, sought thee late, 
And ne'er thy lovely form could find, 
Since then from Wealth and Pomp you flee, 
I ask but Competence and Thee, 
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To 
ADVERSITY, 
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Hur, pallld u ymph, with downcnst eye, 
With sable garb, and head n 
Severely kind Adversity, 
Preceptress of the thoughtless mind ] 


Ti thine to draw dark Error's veil 
From the deluded eyes of youth ; 

To teach the heart of Pride to feel, 
And lead the wanderer to Truth. 


Though venal Flattery and Deceit 
Ne'er offer incenge at thy «hrine, 
Pity still seeks thy lone retreat, 
And real Friendship «till is thine. 
For, as pure gold by fire we prove, 
Advenity 's the test of love, 
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To 
SENSIBILITY, 


. 


Pann of Ecatasy and Woe, 
Whose sparkling eyes impearl'd with tears, 
Whose varying cheeks grow pale, and glow, 
With groundless hopes, with groundlews fears ! 


Cenge, soft enchantress, o'er my breast 
Thus to exert thy magic «way ; 
No more this aching heart molest, 
Too long thy weak, defenceless prey | 


Each momentary boasted joy, 
Which to your votaries you give, 
Each transient sweet too_short to cloy, 
But ill thy lasting pangs relieve. | 
Then, free from blizs, from anguigh free, 
Leave me to dull Tranquillity ! 
r — r ] 7ĩ ».» ——łẽſ 
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0 HOPE, 
| 

Dirvetvn companion of youth, 
Who, careless of present and past, 


In prospect, unmindful of truth, 
Canat flatter the wretch to the last 


deceiver, whoge away 
Alone can life's pilgrimage glad, 
Whose presence makes Misery gay, 
And Whose absence Progperity sad 


eee 

umanity's woes to ussunge | 

Vouth's ganguine pursvits dost thou guide, 
Or voften the rigour of Age ? 


Or dost thou with Piety join, 
The pillow of Sicknees to amooth, 

On the breusts of the dying recline, == 
And their fears by thy promises ooch) 
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Dost thou tell them how vain each desire, 
Which adders the children of clay? 
And the cheering reflection inzpire, 
That Death to true life leads the way! 


If tuch thou wilt vlelt my breast, 

Come, friendly enchuntress, ah come-- 
This heart of each weakness divert, 

And fix its purvuits past the tomb | 


WRITTEN 


IN WINTER, 


s 


Now ober the fading landscape all around 
His silver mantle hoary Winter spreads: 


No more the groves with melody resound, 


No cheerful herbage crowns the lonely meads, 


Bleak blows the wind o'er yon deserted plain; 
While lowering clouds obscure the wintry ky, 
And aickening Nature ces with tender pain 


The flowery progeny of Summer die. 


Thus, in warm youth, vain Beauty's fleeting power 
Charms for a moment Love's fantastic eye 

Old Age or Sickness crops the short-liv'd flower, 

And wither'd all its brightest honours lie, 


But Virtue, arm'd against Time's rudest blast, 
Shall, like the laurel, ever verdant lust. 


oN 
RETURNING TO LEHENA, 


IN MAY, MDCCLXXXVITL. 
r rr 


| Wercoms once more, my native land | 

What joy to breathe the perfum'd gale, 
Which, as immers'd in thought I stand, 
Salutes me from the hawthorn vale | 


O Solitude] of mind gerene, 

Parent of Innocence and Peace, 
Preside for ever o'er this scene, 

Nor let this grateful silence ceage ! 


I've left the gayer paths of life, 
Where Rewon ne'er could Pleasure find, 
Where ever reatlew, busy Strife 
Leaves look'd-for Happiness behind, 
Z 
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| There Vanity 


ON RETURNING TO LEHENA, 


\ 
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There Flattery o'er my youthful cheek 
Has spread a momentary glow ; 
has made me geek 


There have I been neglected Worth, 
Abach' d, decline her honest head, 

While Vice in gaudy robee came forth 
By Pride and Adulation led, 


There Envy ateeps the polson'd dart, 
To strike at Merit's open breast 

There smooth, —_— Art 
Decelves the Wisest ati the best. 


The Nobles, who were wotit to ralse 
To Liberty u spotless dhirlhe, 

To Av'riee now devote thelt days, 
For her unkallow'd garlands tine. 


The gentle Virgin, who of yore 

Thought Worth and Happinews the game, 
Contemns what she rever'd befure, 

And Truth «he calls an empty name. 


ON RETURNING TO LEHENA. 


The Beauty, whom relentless Time 
Has robb'd of every boasted grace, 
Retains the follies of her prime, 


And decks with borrow'd bloom her face. 


But say, amid such scenes as these, 

Can I still hope my mind was free ! 

Say, in this more than Cretan maze, 
Was I devoted still to thee? 


Did ne'er Ambition awell my breast, 
Or sparkle It my dassled oye! 
Did ne'er offended Pride molest 
My hours, or prompt the heaving algh ! 


Ye! I have felt thelr baneful power, 
Have own'd thelt universal (way, 
Was teinpted it one thoughtles our 
'Thelr shameful dictates to obey: 


But Ressen rals'd my fainting soul, 

Fee I the magic draught could sip 
Ere I had touch'd the Syren's bowl, 

dhe turn'd it from my eager * 
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=. Amoret, che cried, for ever leave 
| Thie scene where Vice and Folly reign ; 
The time you've lost in crowds retrieve, 


# | With this kind count! I complied, 

A | No longer worldly «plendor prie ; 

Nor «hall I build my nobler pride 
But on becoming good and whe, 


Accept then, Solitude, my prayer, 

A wearled wanderer recelve 
Strengthan'd by thee, I will prepare 

By »potleas virtue for the grave, 

— —-————— — CEE ES OG = 


LEHRE NA. 


IN OCTOBER, MDCOCLXXAVILL, 


Daa fields, where oft ln infancy I «tray'd, 

When every trifle charms the vacant mind 

Kind groves, that wrapp'd me In your elrellng chade, 
When thoughtful Sclence flrat my soul refin'd ! 


Say, must I bid this loy'd recess adieu, 
Once more to float on Dizzipation's tide ? 
| Where 6hall I meet with friends 80 safe, 80 true, 


To whom I may my careless youth confide 


Where yon tall elms have form'd a dark retreat, 
How oft the showers of April did I «hun |! 
Beneath the limes that overhang yon eat, 
How sweet my chelter from the zummer sun! 
AA 
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Or when rude Boreas urg d the chilling blatt, 


And desolation darken'd all the plain, 


| Muaing I wander d o'er tho wintry waste, 


And knew my charms more tranaient and more vain : 


Fer aan anti halt Finder? golden brams | 
Restore the meadows to their pristine bloom: 


Can wake my slumbering aches from the tomb--- 


Till the last trumpet with terrific sound 
Shall call the trembling culprit to appear, 
Where perfe& Justice chall my guilt confound, 
Or endless Mercy ease my anxious fear. 


Whene'er the inclement «kies compell'd my stay 
Within the walls of yon sequester'd dome, 


How very chort appear'd each sullen day, 


While o'er the atoried page my eyes did roam 


A Parent's words instructed as they pleas d, 
While to her words her actions gave new force, 
My mind example more than precept rais'd, 
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She taught me aumbled goodness to revere, 
To cheer the ad, to 8uccour the forlorn; 

Taught me to think bright Virtue only fair, 
And senseless Pride to treat with equal scorn. 


Sometimes the Friendly Sisters * too would come, 
Their conduct blameless, and their souls sincere, 
Adding new pleasure to our peaceful home, 
For heaven-born Friendship can each scene endear. 


But now no more Maria glads our eyes, 

No more with her the verdant fields we tread: 
Med'cine in vain its healing virtue tries ; 

Our lov'd Maria 's number'd with the dead ! 


Yet, Anna, cease this unavailing tear, 
Utter no more that deep, heart-rending sigh : 
Maria's body wastes upon the bier; | 
Maria's purer soul can never die, 


Methinks, she views you now with tender care, 

She drops a tear of pity to your woe: 

Ah! then, your sainted Sister's quiet spare, 
Who can no sorrow now but Anna's know. 


Relations of the Writer. 
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Alas! while I indulge the penzive rain, 


Apollo sinks into the lap of Night: 


| When he illuniines next you western plain, 


No more this lawn «hall open to my tight. 


Stay, envious Cynthia, suffer yet one view | | 
To-morrow I these blissful meads forsake ; 
Deaf to each feeble accent that I Spex. 


Each rising tree my careful hand has nurs'd ! 


Long may your branches crown this happy green, 


When theze frail limbs lie mouldering in the dust! 


DSi r . —...———— 
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Re ow WRITTEN 
AT STEEPHILL, 
IN THE ISLE OF WIGHT, 
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Waar joy, escaping from the restless throng 
Who in Augusta“ waste their trifling day, 

To wander, VeQta+, thy wild rocks among, 
Or careless o'er thy airy summits stray 


Or musing loiter in thy waving groves, 
Or mark thy limpid streamlets as they flow; 
Or view thy hamlets, where mild Patience loves 
To shade with olive Labour's sun- burnt brow ! 


Where the calm villagers content abide, 

Blest in the sweets of Liberty and Peace, 
Crop the luxuriant harvest's golden pride, 
Or spread their nets to catch the finny race. 


* A name for London, 
+ The ancient name of the Tile of Wight, 
BB 
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No wild ambition damps the genuine joys 
Which bounteous Nature to her sons affords ; 


No keen remorte their quiet rest 
| Orvickdnge ated thi frugal bon 


Ah! why chould Fortune, with deceitful mile, 

Lure free-born Britons from the rural plain, 
In courts depray'd for sordid wealth to toil, 

And meanly drag a golden idiot's chain? 


What numbers, Vecta, on thy sen«girt thore, 
Unpractis'd in the won peniicious atrife, 

Rich in apr ne'er 8ought for more, 
And elos'd whe they receiv'd their blameless life | 


Ye the! thy hilly no couly metals yal 
To draw opprecilve Avariee from afar, 

Even here the rustle in his native field 
Has ounk beneath the iron hand of war, 


When banidh'd Hareld* with deatruQtive rage 
Againa thine Tile his vengeful fury turn'd, 
What crowds, unnoted in the historic page, 
Here o'er their murder d Triends in anguish mourn'd ! 


* Harold, with his father Earl Coodwin, and wor Testi, invaded this 


liland when banlthed the kingdom, 
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The dreadful-gcene,'methinks, even now I ee 
O Harold, be this crueltyabhorr'd! 
Spare the low cot of helpless Poverty, 
And gainst the powerful tum thy conquering sword. 


Here amid-eanguine-heaps Earl Goodwin stands 
Relentless Tosti heurs the suppliants cry ; 

Those cries restruin not the fieree'victor's hands, 
And the pule Jelanders unpitied die. 


Unhappy victim, who with frultless pruyete 
To savage conquerors have sued in vain | 

To avenge your wrongs, Impending Fate prepares 
For your unfeeling foes an equal puln. 


Soon civil digeord, and fraternal hate, 
Shall deatine Toeti to an early tomb 
While madly proud, veurping regal state, 
Harold on Hastings plains chall meet his doom, 


Where the insignia now of kingly pride, 
The dazaling «coptre and imperial throne ? 
For him each vain dlstinction's laid aside 
Unhappy Harold! only marks the stone. 


56 ON LEAVING STERPHILL, 


Thus shall the monarch mingle with the ala ve; 
Thus chall the noble and ignoble meet : 
Death, all- subduing, opens in the grave 
To wealth and wretchedness a like retreat. 


But turn, my mind, from ages long patt o'er, 
Far brighter prospects to thy view remain 

Vecta can dread a hostile force no more, 
While England's navy triumphs o'er the main“. 


Behold the warlike fleet in proud array, 
Majeatic moving o'er the liquid plain : ' 
Loose to the wind their flags and atreamers play, | 
And menace ruin to insulting Spain. 


Thrice happy land, where the directing care 
Of a wise Stateaman+ in each step we trace 

Whose active vigilance prepares for war, 9 0+ 
Even when reclining in the lap of Peace 


* At this time the Englleh fleet lay off the Tile of Wight, commanded by 
Lord Howe, 


+ Our prevent Minleter. 
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Long may he, Albion, near thy throne preside, 
And ne'er inconstant Fortune's falschood prove, 
-Humble the Spanish and the Gallic pride, 
And be rewarded by his country's love | 


Here pause, my Muse! no more the theme pursue, 
Fix on the present thine enraptur'd eye: 

A brighter scene can ne'er attract thy view ; 

O, may its cheering lustre never die | 


STEEPHILL, 
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Ys towering hills, whow front eublime 
The miaty vapour often ahrouds, 
Whose summits, braving envious time, 
Aupire to pierce the vagrant clouds ! 


Ye trees, that to the balmy gale, 

Low murmuring, bow your verdant heads | 
Ye lavish flowers that scent the vale, 

Where rosy Health delighted treads | 


Ye streams, that through the meadow «tray 
In many a wild fantastic round, 


Or, sparkling, urge your rapid way 
O'er rocks with bending osiers crown'd | 


ON LEAVING rn. 


Yo elif, that o'er the main 
* arlse, 

Whose dangers to elude, in vain 
Too oft the trembling allor tries | 


Each varied scene, Whose native charms 
Excel what Fancy ever drew, 

Where, ahelter'd in Retirement's arms, 
Contentment aweetly reats, adleu 


And thou, romantic, stra- roof d cot, 
Whose walls are from dizzenslon free, 

The hours chall never be forgot, 
The happy hours I've pass 'd in thee ! 


Where Hospitality presides, 

And pours from Plenty's copious horn ; 
Where unaffected Worth resides, 

And festive Mirth gilds every morn, 


O may they long exert their power, 
Long guard from ill this blest retreat, 

And ever, through life's chequer'd hour, 
With amiles of peace its owners greet | 


77 ; 


100 ON LEAVING UTERPHILL, 
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And may no blatt e'er rend these trees, 
Or spoil this garden's — — 
But the soſt hower and gentle breeze 
neee n 


Ah me | I must no more delay, 
For see the swelling sails in view ; 

The wind propitious chüdes my otay, 
bats RR 


| —_—_ | — — — 
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Parxryvs Reflection, why thus force the tear 

Which sad Reality shall claim too soo 

While idly midnight's dread approach I fear, 
Fearing I waste the prevent cheerful noon | 


Fancy anticipates the fond embrace, 
The watery eye, the volce supprost by grief, 
The brow where not a glitnpse of hope we trace, 
The heavy heart that looks not for relief | 


Fancy, who paints for others "cones of Joy, | 
For me paints colours of a darker hue, 


And by the thought can all my peace destroy, 
dal Tung Ma r 
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Ah! when that hour, which bears me far away 
From all that once this aching heart held dear, 


Shall come at lust, can then cold Reason say 


One word of comfort to Afiition's ear ? 


Nor Thou, to whom at Hymen's sacred shrine 
I vow'd obedience, constancy and love, 
Shalt blame a heart that is not wholly thine, 


For che, who could a tranquil mind preserve, 
Who could unmoy'd the parting scene endure, 
Form'd for ingratitude, would ill deserve 
A flame like thine disint'rested and pure. 


I know thou'lt try my anguish to restrain, 
By future hopes my present grief to cheat; 
Thou it promise too, nor be that promise vain, © 


Diffuse the glow of pleasure o'er my cheek; 
Can pluck the thorn of sorrow from my heart, 
And to my ear can consolation speak. 
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If thou wilt, Fancy, paint a future scene, 

Paint that, when we shall shortly meet again--- 
Paint the enraptur'd eye, the feative mien, 

Paint the wild joy $0 near allied to pain. 


Then, friendly Fancy, will I court thy stay, 
Then halt thou fondly be by me carew'd ; 
But, if thou wilt not paint that happy day, 
Fly with Reflection from my tortur'd breast. 


N 


ro 


A FRIEND. 
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An, think not, young Shepherdess, I am to blame, 
When I tell you the swains are untrue; 

Nor suppose that each youth is poezees'd of a flame 
Who 8wears he 's devoted to you. 


Their words are deceitful, dissembling their eyes, 
When they praise as unequall'd your charms; 
The vain herd of flatterers learn to despise, > 

For true passion their breast never warms. | 


Gay Damon will tell you, though splendid the sun, 
"Tis not half 8 brilliant as you; 

And thus in a strain of high compliments run, 
Perhaps not a syllable true. 


TO A FRIEND: og 


The artful.Lyzander, his love is expregt 
In accents so winningly sweet, 

As might tempt the fleet moments delighted to rest 
Inactive, their pleasure - wing d feet. 


Aricius walks stately and proud o'er the plain, 
In the mirror his image he ll view; 

But when you appear, even Aricius the vain 

 Enraptur'd kneels captive to you. 


But, dearest Sophia, may you never prove 
With humiliation this truth : 
That interest governs their actions, not love, 
That your gold has more charms than your youth 


In vain lavish Nature had spread o'er your cheek 
Those roses unsullied by Art; 

In vain from your eyes sprightly Genius might speak 
The thoughts that ennoble your heart--- 


Had not Fortune, indulgent, embellish'd each grace 
With varnish that never can fade; 

Whose lustre, when wrinkles shall alter your face, 
Shall throw a new light o'er the shade. 


1 To 4A FRIEND. 


Enough of the youths of Arcadia I've told, 
Nor further intend to advige ; 
Sophia may fancy my censures too bold, 
But my pen paints the heart, not the eyes. 
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A CHILD. 


Wauar quick sensations crowd my anxious breast, 
As o'er thy infant form my eyes are cast 

What pleasing views my flattering hopes suggest! 
What groundless fears those happy prospects blast 


Now gay Idea paints thy future years, 
Thy mind unequall'd, unexcelPd thy charms; 
Pensive Affection now impels my tears, 


O may that God, whose endless bounty gave 
So dear a boon my sorrows to assuage, 
In tender mercy my Louisa save, 
To glad my youth, and cheer my drooping age 
And when this bosom heaves its parting sigh, 
May thy lov'd hand be near to close my darkening eye 


ON 
TE SAME. 


Lrrrrz idol of my heart, 
Thou to me canst joys impart 

To Ambition's eager eyes: 
To the airy bee bestows : 
Greater than the youth's despair 
To the haughty fair one's eur: 
Greater than that fair one's «mile, 
$kill'd her lovers to beguile, 
To the enamour'd youth can give, 
Should che bid him love and live. 
Soon the beauty hall decay, 
Soon the lover's flame is o'er, 
Power obtain'd soon charms no more: 
But nor 'Time, nor Fortune's 
Can my love from thee ostrunge- 
That, on firmer motives plac'd, 
Shall with my existence last. 
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THE SAME. 
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Taxe tender buds that grace the early year, 
To my fond mind recall thy infant state; 

What blasts may yet those opening bl ossoms ear ! 
What perils round thy heedless youth may wait 


O, ne'er may Passion with her boigterous train 
Deform the beauties of that angel face | 

O, ne'er may Artifice that breast distain, 
And all thy innate excellence debase 


Thine be the promise of the early Spring, 
And Summer's full-blown honours all be thine | 
To thee may Autumn fruits matureat bring, 
And in Life's Winter muyst thou ne'er repine | 
Then wing thy flight amid the trackless dy, 
To happier scenes of bright Eternity, 
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Wulle listening to the magic lay 


My pen to poetry 


| 


SENT 


WITH SOME POEMS. « 


To thee, dear partner of my fate, 
This poetry I conzecrate; 

Nor will thy friendly heart refuse 
The tribute of an artlew Muze, 
Whose strains could never condeacend 
On Vice or Folly to attend, 

Could never Vanity inflate, 

Or offer incenge to the Great; 

In which no line did e'er appear 


Hut as thy candid breast sincere. 


If they in aught have merit chown, 
That merit thou mayst call thy on- 
Since thou dost oft my thoughts enguge 
Attentive o'er the classe page, 


Whole days unheeded pars away ; 
Since 'twas to plense thy partial mind 
inclin'd, 


And if the trifle «hould have power 

"Thee to amuse one vacant hour, ., .. » 
Let others to loud fame aspire, 28 0 88 
Thy praise is all that I desire. 

Ns TIL | 
FINIS. ö 
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